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Lothe Right Worfbip- 


2 full Sir Rohan Need- 
ham Knight: 


“4 
- Me 


> 


HERTZ oS 


s—arm Ir, to pra- 
we culate your 
Lg) fafe return 
froIreland, 
I had no. 
thing forea 
* die, nor thought any thing 
\ fo meete, as thefe fweete 
“- conceited Sonets,the deede 
“ef that weldeferuing gentle- 
“.) man,maifter Edmond Spen- 
fer: whofe name fufficiently 


SPPLO5 warn 


The Epiftle 
warranting the worthineffe 
of the wens [ do more con- 
fidently prefume to publith 
it in his abfence, ynder your 
name to whom(in my poore 
_ opinion)the i ther 

of, doth in fome refpeces 
os appertaine. For, 

efides your iudgement and 
_delighte in learned poefie : 
This gentle Mufe for her 
former perfetionlong with 
ed for in Englande, nowe at 
the length crofling the Seas 
In your happy companye, 
(though to your felfe vn- 
knowne) feemeth to make 
choyfe of you, as meeteftto 


giuc 


Deaitatory. | 
giue her deferued counte- 
naunce, afterherretourne: 
entertainc her, then, (Right 
worlhipfull) in forte beft Be 
{eeming your gentle minde, 
and her merite, and take in 
worth my good willherein, 

who feeke nomore, but 
to fhew my felfe yours 
in all dutifullaf 
fection. 


W.P 


Bcsespsisco tests cs: 
G:W. fenior, tothee Author 


DArtke is the day, when Phabus face is throwded, 
and weaker fights may wander foone aftray: 
but when they fee his pubdate vnclowded, 
with fteddy fteps they keepe the lade way, 
So while this Mufe in forraine landes doth flay, 
inuention weepes, and pens are caft afide, 
the time like night, deprind of chearefull day, 
and few do write,but (ah)too foone may flide. 
Then, hie thee home, that art our perfect guide, 
and with thy wit illuftrate Englands fame, 
dawntin thereby our ines pt auncient pride, 
that do for poefie, challendge cheefeftname. 
Sowe that liue and ages that fucceede, ; 
With great applanfe thy learned works thall reede, 


Ah Colin. whesher en the lewly plaine, 
poping to fhepberds thy fweete roudelaies: 
or whesber finging in fome lofty vane, 
hereick deedes,of pafter prefent daies, 
Or whesher in thy lanely miftrispraife, 
shou Lf? to exercife thy learned quill, | 
shy mufe hath got {uch grace, and to pleafe, 
withvare innention bewtified by rill 
. Aswhoshereincanener icy their fill, | 
O sherefore let shat happy mufe proceede 
tockime the height of vertues facred bill, 
where endles honor {hall be made thy weedt. 
Becaufe normalice of fucceeding daies, 
can rafe thofe records of thy laftingtraife, 


C.Wd, 


SESESESN PENRO ENS 
SONNET. J. 


H Appy ye leaues when as thofe lilly hands, 
which hold my life in their dead vas diy 
fhall handle you and hold in loues foft bands, 
lyke captiues trembling at the victors fight. 
And happy lines,on which with ftarry light, 
thofe lamping eyes will deigne fometimes to look 
and reade the forrowes of my dyin E fpright, 
written with teares in harts clofe bleeding book. 


And happy rymes bath’d in the facred brooke, 
of Helicon whence fhe deriued is, 
when ye behold that Angels blefled looke, 
my foules long lacked foode,my heauens blis. 
Leaues,lines,and rymes,feeke her to pleafe alone, 
whom ifye pleafe, I care for other none. 
A2 


Vnquiet 


SONNET. II. 


YN quiet thought,whom at the firftI bred, 
Of th’inward bale of my loue pined hart: 
and fithens haue with fighes and forrowes fed, 
till greater then my wombe thou woxen art. 
Breake forth at length out of the inner part, 
in which thou lurkeft lyke to vipers brood: 
and feeke fome fuccour both to eafe my {mart 
and alfo to fuftayne thy felfe with food. 
But if in prefence of that fayreft proud 
thou chance to come, fall lowly at her feet: 
and with meeke humbleffe and afflicted mood, 
ardon for thee, and graceformeintreat. 
ich if fhe graunt,then liue and my loue cherifh, 
,  ifnot,die foone, and I with thee will perith. 


SONNET. Il. 


e fouerayne beauty which I doo admyre, 
witneffe the world haw sonny to be prayzed: 
the light wherof hath kindled heauenly tyre, 
in my fraile fpirit by her from bafenefie rayfed. 
That being now with her huge brightneffe dazed, 
bafe thing I can no more endure to view: 
but looking ftill on her I ftand amazed, 
at wondrous fight of (0 celeftiall hew. 
So when my toung would {peak her praifes dew, 
it ftopped is wit thoughts aftonifhment: 
and when my pen would write her titles erue, 
it rauitht is with fancies wonderment : 
Yet in my hart then both fpeake and write, 
the wonder that my wit pia endite. ‘< 
cw 


amen Bias 


SONNET, JIT. 


Ne Ewyeare forth looking out of Tanus gate, 
Doth feeme to promife hope of new delight : 
and bidding th’old Adieu, his paffed date 
bids all old thoughts to die in dumpith {pright. 
And calling forth out of fad Winters night, 
frethioue,that long hath flept in cheerleffe bower: 
wils him awake, and foone about him dight 
his wanton wings and darts of deadly power. 
For luity (pring now in his timely howre, 
1s ready to come forth him to receiue: 
and warnes the Earth with divers colord flowre, 
to decke hir felfe, and her faire mantle weaue. 
Then you faire flowre,in who freth youth doth raine, 
prepare your felfe new loueto entertaine. : 
u 


SONNET. FV. 


R Vdely thou wrongeft my deare harts defire, 
In finding fault with her too portly pride: 
the thing which I doo moft in her ie 
is of the world vnworthy mott enuide. 
For in thofe lofty lookes is clofe implide, 
fcorn of bafe things, & fdeigne of foule difhonor: 
thretning rath eies which gaze on her fo wide, 
that loofely they ne dare to looke vpon her. 
Such pride is praife, fuch portlineffe 1s honor, 
that boldned innocence beares in hir eies : 
and her faire countenance like a goodly banner, 
{preds in defiaunce of ail enemies. 
Was neuer in this world ought worthy tride, 
without fome {park of ae felf-pleafing pride. 
4 Be 


SONNET. VFI. 


BE nought difmayd that her vnmoued mind, 
doth ftill perfitt in her rebellious pride: 
fuch loue not lyke to lufts of bafer kynd, 

e harder wonné,the firmer will abide. 

The durefull Oake,whofe fap is not yet dride, 
is long ere it conceiue the eae th : 
but when it once doth burne, it doth dinide 

eat heat,and makes his flames to heauen afpire. 

Sohard it is to kindle new defire, _ 

in gentle breftthat thall endure for euer: 
eepe.is the wound, that dints the parts entire 
with chaft affects, that naught but death can feuer, 

Then thinke notlong intaking litle paine, 
toknit the knot,that euer thall remaine. 


Faire 


SONNET. V1. 


Fayre eyes, the myrrour of my mazed hart, 
what wondrous vertue is contaynd inyou 
the which both lyfe and death forth fr6 youdart 
into the obiect of your mighty view? 

For when ye mildly looke with louely hew, 
then is my foule with life and loue infpired: 
but when ye lowre,or looke on me askew 
then doeI die,as one with lightning fyred. 

But fince that lyfe is more then death defyred, 
looke euer lonely,as becomes you beft, 
that your bright beams of my weak cies admyred, 
may kindle liuing fire within my breft. 

Such life thould be the honor of your light, 


fuch death the fad enfample of your might, 
More 


SONNET, VIII. 


Ore then moft faire, full of the liuing fire, 
Kindled aboue ynto the maker neere : 
noeies but ioyes, in which al powers confpire, | 
that to the world naught elfe be counted deare. 
Thrugh your bright beams doth noty blinded gueft, 
thoot out his darts to bafe affections wound: 
but Angels come to lead fraile mindes to reft 
in chaft defires on heauenly beauty bound. 
You frame my thoughts and fafhion me within, 
you ftop my toung,and teach my hart to fpeake, 
Ne calme the ftorme that pafsion did begin, 
dg thrugh your caufe,but by your vertue weak. 
Dark is the world, where your light thined neuer; 
well is he borne,that may behold you euer. 


Long- 


ah» 


BEART 


SONNET. IX. 


e powrefull eies,which lighté my dark {pright, - 
yet find Inought on earth to which I dar 
refemble th'ymage of their Hoody light. 
Notto the Sun: for they doo thine by night; _ 
nor to the Moone: for they are changed neuer; 
nor to the Srarres : for they haue purer fight ; 
| nortothe fire: for they confume not euer ; 
Nor to the lightning : for they till perfeuer ; 
nor to the Diamond : for they are more tender; 
\-. Nor vnto Chriftall: for nought may them fever ; 
| _nor vnto plafte: fuch bafeneffe mought offend her} 
Then to the Maker felfe they likeft be, 
whofe light doth lighten all thatherewefee. _ 
Varigh- 


LOn iba Tfought to what Imight sb tid 
tho ae: 
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SONNET, X. 


YNrighteous Lord ofloue what lawis this, 
hat me thou makelt thus tormented be : 
the whiles the lordeth in licentious bliffe | 
of her freewill,{corning both thee and me. 
See how the Tyranneffe doth ioy to fee 
the huge maffacres which her eyes do make : 
and humbled harts brings captiues vnto thee, 
that thou of them mayft mightie vengeance take. — 
But her proud hart doe thou alittle thake 
and that high look,with which the doth comptroll 
all this worlds pride bow to a bafer make, | 
and al her faults in thy black booke enroll. 
That I may laugh at her in equall fort, 
as the doth laugh at me & makes my pain her oe 
ayly 
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SONNET. XI, 


DAyly when do feeke and few for peace, 
And hoftages doe offer for my truth: 
fhe cruell warriour doth her felfe addreffe, 
to battell, and the weary war renew’th. 
Ne wilbe moou’d with reafon or with rewth, 
to graunt fmall refpitto my rettleffe toile: 
but greedily her fell intent pourfewth, | 
Of my poore life to make vnpitteid pete: 
Yet my poore life, all forrowes to afloyle, 
{ would her yield,her wrath to gua § 
but then the feekes with torment and turmoyle, 
to force me jiue and will not Jet me dy. 
All paine hath end and euery war hath peace, 
but mine no price nor prayer may furceafe. . 
ne 


CS ENCSEN ES ES ADEN CS 
SONNET. XII. 


\ 
Ne day I fought with her hart-thrilling eies 
ON ake a ace and termes to sanereine idee 

all feareleffe then of fo falfe enimies, G— 

which fo en me to entrap in treafons traine. 
So as I then difarmed did remaine, 

a wicked ambuth which lay hidden long’~ 

inthe clofe couert ofher guilefull eyen, 

thence breaking forth did thick about me throng; 
Too feeble1 rabide the brunt fo ftrong,(/, 

was forit to yeeld my felfe into their hands gh ‘ 

who me captiuing ftreight with rigorous wrong, 

hauecuer fince me kept incruell bands. A 
So Ladie nowto you I doo complaine,7, 

againit your eies that iuftice 1 may gaine.), 


SONNET. XIII. 


N that proud port,which her fo odly praceth, 

I whiles er Give face fhe reares 7 to the ce: 
and to the ground her eie lids low embafeth, 

. _moft goodly temperature ye may defcry, 
yld humbleffe mixtwith awfullmaietty, 
for looking on the earth whence the was borne: 
her minde remembreth her mortalitie, 
what fo is fayreft thal] to earth returne. 

But that fame lofty countenance feemes to {corne 
bafe thing,& thinke how the to heauen ma climes 
treading downe earth as lothfome und 7a fea ; 
that hinders heauenly thoughts with drofsv flime, 

Yet lowly ftill vouchfafe to locke onme, 
fuch lowlineffe thall make you Jofty be. 


Returne 
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SLEASAESS 


SONNET. XIII. 


Etourne agayne my forces late difmayd, 
nto the fiege by you abandon’d quite, 
eat (hame it is to leaue like one afrayd, 
o fayre'a peece for one repulfe folight. 
ace Gk fuch ftrong caftles needeth greater might, 
- ‘ pee a sear pes sa eek belay, 
uch haughty mynds enur‘d to hardy nght, 
difdayne to y livata the firft affay. 
Bring therefore all the forces that ye may, 
and lay inceffant battery to her heart, 
playnts, prayers, vowes, ruth, forrow,and difmay, 
thofe engins can the proudeftloue conuert. 
And if thofe fayle fall downe and dy before her, 
fo dying liue,and liuing do adore her. 
In 


SONNET. XP. 


tradefull Merchants that with weary toyle, _ 
do feeke moft pretious things to make your gatn: 
and both the Indias of their treafures fpoile, 
what needeth you to feeke {0 farre in vaine? 
For loe my loue doth in her felfe containe 
all this worlds riches that may farre be found, 
if Saphyres,loe her eies be Saphyres plaine, 
if Rubies, loe hir lips be Rubies found : 
¥Pearles,hir teeth be pearles both pure and round; 
if Yuorte,her forhead yuory weene; 
if Gold,her locks are fineft gold on ground ; 
if filuer, her faire hands are filuer theene, 
But that which faireft is,but few behold, 
her mind adornd with vertues ee 4 
ne 


| 


SONNET. XVI. 


on thofe fayre eyes my loues immortal! light 
the whiles my ftonitht hart ftood in amaze, 
through fweet illufion ofher lookes delight. 
Tmote perceiue how in her glauncin fight, 
legions of loues with little wings did fiy: 
darting their deadly arrowes tyry bright, 
ateucry rath beholder pafsing by. 
One of thofe archers clofely I did ipy, 
ayming his arrow at my very hart: 
when {uddenly with ewincle ofher eye, 
the Damzell broke his mifintended dart. 
Had the not fo doon, fure I had bene flayne, 
yet as stwas,] hardly fcap’t with paine. — 


| 
Oe day as I vnwarily did gaze | | 


SONNET. XVII, 


orious pourtraict of that Angels face, 
e to amaze weake mens confuted skil: 
and this worlds worthleffe glory to embafe, 
_ what pen, what pencill can expreffe her fill? 
For though he colours could deuize at wil 
and eke his learned hand at pleafure guides 
leaft trembling it his wormanship thould spill, 
_ _yetmany wondrous things there are befide, 
The {weet eye-glaunces, that like arrowes glide, 
the charming {miles,that rob fence from the hart: 
the louely pleafance and the lofty pride, 
cannot expreffed be by any art. 
A greater craftefmans hand thereto doth neede, 
_ that can expreffe the life of eine indeed, 
2 


Tyeek 


SONNET, XVIII. 


*T He rolling wheele that runneth often round, 
The hardett tteele in traét of time doth teare : 
and drizling drops that often doe redound, 
the firmeft flint doth in continuance weare. 

Yet cannot I with many a dropping teare, 
and long intreaty foften her hard hart: 
that the will once vouchfafe my plaint to heare, 
or looke with pitty on my payneful fmart. 

But when I pleade, the bids me play my part, 
and when I weep, the fayes teares are but water 
and when I figh,the fayes Iknow the art, 
and when I waile the turnes hir felfe to laughter. 

So doe I weepe,and wayle, and pleade in vaine, 


whiles (be as {teele and flint doth {till i hea 


“ee 


c 


SONNET. XIX. 


T He merry Cuckow, meffenger of Spring, 
His tromper thrill hath thrif already founded: 
that warnes al lowers wayt vpon their king, 
who now is comming forth with girland crouned. 
With noyfe whereof the quyre of Byrds refounded 
their anthemes {weet devised ofloues prayfe, 
thar all the woods theyr ecchoes back rebounded, 
as if they knew the meaning of their layes. 
But mongtt them all,which did Loues honor ray{e 
no word was heard ofher that mott it ought, 
but fhe his precept proudly difobayes, 
and doth his ydle mefflage fet at ie 
Therefore O loue,vnieffe fhe turne to thee 
ere Cuckow cnd,let her a rebell be. 
B 3 In 


SONNET. XX. 


vainel feeke and fewto her for grace, 

Ixy doe myne humbled hart before her ure: 
the whiles her foot the in my necke doth place, 
and tread my life downe inthe lowly floure. 

And yet the Lyon that is Lord of power, 
and reigneth ouereuery beaft in field: 
in his moft pride difdeigneth to deuoure 

_ the filly lambe that to his might doth yield. 

But the more cruell and more faluage wylde, 
then either Lyon or air : | 
thames not to be with guiltleffe bloud defylde, 
but taketh glory in her cruelneffe. 

Fayrer then frre let none euer fay, 


that ye were blooded in ayeelded pray, 


SON NET. XX, 


As itthe worke of nature or of Art? 
which tempred fo the feature ofhes face: 
that pride and meeknefle mixt by equall part, 
doe are t'adorne her beauties grace. 
For with mild pleafance, which doth pride difplace, 
fhe to her loues doth lookers eyes allure: 
& with fterne countenance back again doth chace 
their loofer lookes that itir vp luftes impure, 
With fuch ftrange termes her eyes the doth inure, 
that with one looke fhe doth my life difmay: 
and with another doth it ftreight recure, » 
her file me drawes,her frowne me driues away. 
Thus doth the traine and teach mewith her lookes, 
fuch art of eyes Ineuer read in bookes. 


This 


SONNET. XXII. 


"THis holy feafon fi to faftand pray, 
Men to deuotion ougiitto be inclynd: 
therefore, I lykewife on foholy day, 
for my fweet Saynt fome feruice fit will find. 
Her temple fayre 1s built within my mind, 
in which her glorious ymage placedis, 
on which my thoughts doo day and night attend 
lyke facred priefts that neuer thinke amiffe. 
There [ toher as th’author of. my bliffe, 
will builde an altar to appeafe her yre: 
and on the fame my hart will facrifife, 
burning in flames of pure and chaft defyre : 
The which vouchfafe O goddeffe to accept, 
amonggt thy deereft relicks to be kept. ‘ 
ene- 
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SONNET. XXIII. 


PEnelope for her Vliffes fake, 
Deuiz’da Web her wooers to deceaue: 
in which the worke that the all day did make 
the fame at night fhe did againe vnreaue, 
Such fubtile my Damzell doth conceaue, 
th‘importune fuit of my defire to fhonne : 
for all chat I in many dayes doo weaue, 
in one fhort houre I fin oy her vndonne. 
Sowhen Ithinke to end that 1 begonne, 
I muft begin and neuer bring to end: 
for with one looke the fpils that long I fponne, 
8zwith one word my whole years work doth rend. 
Such labour like the Spyders web I fynd, 
whofe fruitleffe worke is broken with ere 
n 


SONNET, XXIIII. 


VV Hen I behold that beauties wonderment, 
And rare perfection ofeach goodly parts 
ofnatures skill the onely complement, 
Thonor and admire the makers art. 

But when feele the bitter balefull fmare, 
which her fayre eyes vnwares doe worke in mee! 
that death out of theyr thiny beames doe dart, 
I thinke that 1a new Pandora fee. 

Whom all the Gods in councell did agree, 
into this finfull world from heauen to fend: 
that the to wicked men a {courge fhould bee, 
for all their faults with which they did offend. 

But fince ye are my Ronee I wall intreae, 


that for my faults ye willme gently beat. 
How 


Dorey ar ea 
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Sees enc sesesencs 
SONNET. XXY. 


Ow long thall this lyke dying lyfe endure, 
ind know no end of her owne nylens : 

but waft and weare away tn termes vofure, 

twixt feare and hope depending donbrfully. 
Yer better were attonce to let me die, 

and thew the laftenfample of: yous pride: 
_ thentotorment me thus with cruelty, 

to prove your powre, which I too wel haue tride, 
But yet ifin your hardned breftye hide, 


aclofe intent at laft to thew me grace : 

then all the wees andwrecks which I abide, 

as meanes of bliffe I gladly wil embrace. 
And with that more an apa they might be, 

that greater meede at 


aft may rurne to mee. 


SONNET. XXVI. 


§ Weet is the Rofe, but growes vpon a brere ; 
Sweet is the Iunipere, but tharpe his bough ; 
fweet is the Eglantine, but pricketh nere ; 
fweet is the firbloome, but his braunches rough. 
Sweet is the Cypreffe,but his rynd is tough, 
{weet is the nut, but bitter is his pill ; 
fweet is the broome-flowre,but yet fowre enough; 
and fweet is Moly,but his root is ill. - 
So euery fweet with foure is tempred ftill, 
that maketh it be coueted the more : 
for eafie things that may be got atwill, 
moft forts of men doe fet bu: little ftore. 
Why then thould I accoumpt of little pane, 
at endlefie pleafire hall vnto me gaine. 


Faire 


BS ees esas ees ence 
SONNET. XX¥VI1I. 


F Aire proud now tell me why fhould faire be proud, 
Sith all worlds glorie is but droffe vncleane: 
and in the thade of death it felfe thall throud, 
how euer now thereof ye Jittle weene. 
Thar goodly Idoll now fo gay befeene, 
fhall dotfe her flefhes borowd fayre attyre: 
and be forgot as ithad neuer beene, 
that many now much worthip and admire. 
Ne any then fhall after itinquire, _ 
ne any mention thall thereof remaine: 
but what this verfe,that neuer thall expyre, 
fhall to you purchas with her thankles paine. 
Faire be nolenger proudof that thall perith, 
but that which thal you make ae 


SONNET. XXVIII. 


"THe faurell leafe, which you this day doe weare, 
Zuies me great hope of your relenting mynd: 
or fince it is the badg which I doe beare, 
ye bearing tt doe feeme to me inclind: 
The powre thereof,which ofte in me 1 find, 
let it lykewife your gentle breft infpire 
with {weet infufion,and put you in min 
of that proud mayd,whom now thofe leaues attyre 
Proud Daphne {corning Phzbus louely fyre, 
on the Theffalian thore from him did fie: 


for which the gods in theyr reuengefull yre 
did her tranfforme into a laurel tree. 

Then fly no more fayre loue from Phebus chace, 
but in your breft his leate and loue embrace. 


es 
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Seehowthe ftubborne damzell doth depraue 
my fimple meaning with difdaynfull {corne: 
and by the bay which I vnto her gaue, 
accoumpts my felfe her captive quite forlorne, 

The bay(quoth the)is of the victours borne, 
yielded them by the vanquitht as theyr meeds, 
and they therewith doe poetes heads adorne, 
to fing the glory of their famous deedes. 

But fith the will the conqueft challeng needs, 

Jet her accept me as her faithful] thrall, 
that her great triumph which my skill exceeds, 
Imay in trump oftame blazeoverall. _ 

Then would I decke her head with glorious bayes, 

and fill the world with her victorious prayfe, 


My 


SONNET. XXX. 


Y loue is lyke to yle, and Ito fyre; 

Meow Sains it ee that this weresd fo great 

is not diflolu’d through my fo hot defyre, 1 

but harder growes the more I her intreat ? 
Orhow comes it that my exceeding heat 

is not delayd by her hart frofen cold: 

bur that I burne much more in boyling fweat, 

and feele my flames augmented manifold ? 
What more miraculous thing may be told 

that fire which all thing melts, fhould harden is $ 

and yfe which is congeald with fenceleffe cold, 


fhould kindle fyre by wonderfull deuyfe. 
Such is the powre of loue in gentle mind, 
that it can alter all the courfe ofkynd. 
Sce 
3%. 
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Abwhy hath nature to fo harda hart, 
giuen fo goodly giites of beauties grace? 
whofe pryde depraues each other better part, 
and all thofe pretious ornaments deface. 
Sith to all other beaftes of bloody race, 
a dreadfull countenaunce fhe giuen hath: 
that with theyr terrour al the reft may chace, 
and warne to fhun the daunger of theyr wrath. 
But my proud one doth worke the greater fcath, 
through {weet allurement of her louely hew: 
that the the better msy in bloody bath, 
of fuch poore thralls her cruell hands embrew. 
But did the know how ill thefe two accord, 
fuch cruelty the sbi i haue foone abhord. 


See 


SONNET. XXXII, 


"The paynefull fmith with force of feruentheat 
the hardeft yron foone doth mollify: , 
that with his heauy fledge he can it beat, 
and fafhion to what he it litt apply. 

Yet cannot all thefe flames in which fry, ° 
her hart more harde then yron foft awhit: 
ne all the playnts and prayers with which I 
doe beat on th’anduyle ofher ftubberne wit: 

But ftill the more the feruent fees my fit: 
the more the friefeth in her wi e: 
and harder growes the harder the 1s fmit, 
with all the playnts which to her be applyde. 

Whartthen remaines but] to athes burne, 
and the to itones at length all frofen turne? . 

rcat 
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GR eat wrong} doe,I can it not wii he 

to that moft facred Empreffe my dear dred, 
not finifhing her Queene of faery, 
that mote enlarge her lining prayfes dead: 

But lodwick, this of grace to me aread: 
doe ye not thinck th’accomplifhment of it, 

- fafficient worke for one mans fimple head, 
all were it as the reft but rudely writ. 

How then thould I without another wit: 
thinck ever to endure fo tedious toyle, 
fins that this one is toft with troublous fit, 
ofaproud loue,that doth my fpirite fpoyle. 

Ceaffe then, till the vouchfate to grawnt me 

or lend you me another liuing reft. 

2 
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ke as afhuip that through the Ocean wyde, 

Ly conduct of {ome aeleth make et way. 

whenas a ftorme hath dimd her trutty guyde. 

out ofher courfe doth wander far aftray.’ 
3o I whofe ftar,tchat wont with her bright ray 

me to direct,with cloudes is ouercatt, 

doe wander now in darkneffe and difmay, 

through hidden periis round about me plaft. 
Yet hope I well,that when this ftorme is paft 

my Helice the lodeftar of my lyfe 

will thine again,and looke on me at laft, 

with louely light to cleare my cloudy grief, 
Till then I wander caretull comfordelle! 

in fecret forow and fad penfiueneffe. 

My 
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AY hungry eyes through greedy couetize, — 
Main to hold the obiechof their paine : 

with no contentment can theméfelues fuffize, 

but hauing pine and hauing not complaine. 
For lacking itthey cannot lyfe fuftayne, 

and hauing it they gaze on it the more 

in their amazement lyke Narciffus vaine 

whofe eyes him ftaru’d: fo Neca makes me poore 
Yet are mine eyes fo filled with the ftore 

ofthat faire fight,that nothing el(¢ they brooke, 

but lothe the things which they did like before, 

andcannomoreendureonthemtolooke. __. 
All this worlds glory feemeth vayne to me, 


and all their fhowes but thadowes fauing the. 
| C 3 Tell 


SONNET. XXXVI. 


Ii me when fhall thefe wearie woes haue end, 
Or thall their ruthleffe torment never ceafe: 
bur al my dayes in pining languor fpend, 
seichout hope of afwagement or releafe. 
Is there no meanes for me to purchace peace, 
ormake agreement with her thrilling eyes: 
but that their cruelty doth ftill increace, 
and dayly more augment my miferyes. 
But when ye haue thewed all extremityes, 
then thinke how litle Bey a haue gayned : 
by flaying him,whofe lyfe t ough ye defpyfe, 
mote haue your life in honour long maintayned. 
But by his death which fome perhaps will mone, 
ye thall condemned be of many aone. ci 
What 
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Hat puyle is this,thatthofe her golden trefles, 
Whe Toth attyre vnder anet of i d: 
and with fl, skill fo cunningly them : 
that which is gold or heare,may fc arfe be told? 
Is ir that mens frayle eyes, which gaze too bold, 
the may entangle in that golden fnare: 
and being caught may craftily enfold, 
theyr weaker harts, which are not wel aware? 
Take heed therefore,myne eyes, how ye doe ftare 
henceforth too rafhly on that guilefull net, 
in which ifener ye entrapped are, 
out ofher bands ye by no meanes fhall get. 
Fondneffe itwere for any being free, 
to couet fetters, though they golden bee, pe 


ion, 


SONNET. XXXVI. 


Rion, when through tempefts cruel wracke, 
He forth was thrown into the greedy feas ;_ 
through the {weet mufick which his harp did make 
allu’rd a Dolphin him from death to eafe. 
But my rude mufick,which was wont to pleafe 
fome dainty eares,cannot with any skill, 
the dreadful! tempeft ofher wrath appeafe, 
nor moue the Dolphin from her faibbore will, 
But in her pride the dooth perfeuer ftill, 
all careleffe how my life for her sete : 
yet with one word fhe can it faue or fpill, 
to (pill were pitty, but to faue were prayfe. 
Chofe rather to be prayfd for dooing good, 
then to be blam’d for fpilling puileleti ere 
weet 


SONNET. XXXIX. 


Weet finile,the daughter of the Queene ofloue, 

ExprefSing all thy mothers powretull art: 

with which the wonts to temper angry Ioue, 

when all the gods he threats with thundring dart. 
Sweet is thy vertue as thy felte {weet art, 

for when on me thou fhinedit late in fadneffe : 

a melting pleafance ran through euery part, 

and me reuiued with hart robbing gladneffe. 
Whyleft rapt with ioy refembling heauenly madnes, 

my foule was rauifht quite as in atraunce: 

and feeling thence no more her forowes fadneffe, 

fed on the fulneffe of that chearefull glaunce. 
More fweet than Nectar or Ambrofiall meat, 

feemd euery bit,which thenceforth I did eat. 
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MaAtkwhen the {miles with amiable cheare, 
And tell me whereto can ye lyken it: 

when on each eyelid fweetly doe appeare, 

an hundred Graces as infhadetofir. _ 
Lykeft ic &emeth in my fimple wit 

vnto the fayre funthine in fomers day: 

that when a dreadfull ftorme away is flic, 

thrugh the broad world doth {pred his goodly ray 
At fight whereofeach bird that fits on fpray, 

and euery beaft that to his den was fled 

comes forth afreth out of their late difmay, 

and to the light lift vp theyr drouping hed, 
So my ftorme beaten hart likewife is cheared, 

with that funthine when cloudy looks are cleared. 

Is 
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S icher nature or is it herwill, 
o be fo cruell to an humbled foe : 
ifnature,then the may it mend with skill, 
if will,then the at will may will forgoe. 
' But ifher nature and her wil be fo, 
that the will plague the man that loues her moft: 
and take delight t’encreafe a wretches woe, 
then all her natures goodly guifts are loft. 
And that fame glorious beauties ydle boaft, 
is but a bayt fuch wretches to beguile: 
as being long inher loues tempeit toit, 
fhe meanes at laftto make her piteous fpoyle. 
O fayreft fayre let neuer it be named, 
that fo fayre beauty was fo fowly thamed. 


ASASAKAKA 
SONNET. XLII. 


He loue which me fo cruelly tormenteth, 
So pleafing is in my extreameft paine: 
that all the more my forrow it augmenteth, 
the more Iloue and doe embrace my bane. 
Ne doe I with (for wifhing were but vaine) 
to be acquit fro my continuall {mart: 
but ioy her thrall for euer to remayne, 
and yield for pledge my poore captyued hart 
The which that it from her may neuer ftart, 
let her,yf pleafe her, bynd with adamant chayne: 
and from all wandring loues which mote peruart, 
his fafe affurance {trongly it rettrayne. 
Onely let her abftaine fron .cruelty, 
and doe me not before my time to dy. ous 
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\ gHall Ithen filent be or thall I fpeake ? 
And if I fpeake, her wrath renew] thal]: 

and 1fI filent be,my hart will bre ake, 

or choked be with ouerflowing gall. 

What tyranny is this both my hart to thrall, 
and eke my toung with proud reftraint to tie ¢ 
that nether I may fpeake nor thinke at all, 
but like a ftupid {tock in filence die. 

Yet I my hart with filence sea 
will teach to fpeak,and my iuft caufe to plead: 
and eke mine eies with meeke humilit:, 
loue learned letters to her eyes to read. 


Which her deep wit, that true harts thought can fpel, 


wil foone conceiue,and learne to contirue well. 
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Yen thofe renoumed noble Peres of Greece, 
thrugh ftubborn pride amongft thefelues did iat 
forgettull of the famous golden fleece, 
then Orpheus with his harp theyr ftrife did bar. 
But this continual! cruell ciuill warre, 
the which my felfe againft my felfe doe make: 
whileft my weak powres of pafsions warreid arre. 
no skill can ftint nor reafon can aflake. | 
But when inhand my tuneleffe harp I take, 
then doe I more augment my foes defpignt : 
and griefe renew, and pafsions doe awake, 
to battaile freth againit my felfe to fight. 
Mongft whome the more I feeke to fettle peace, 
the more I fynd their malice to increace. 
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Eaue lady,in your glaffe of chriftall clene, 
Your goodly felfe tor euermore to vew: 
and in my felfe, my inward felfe I meane, 
_ moftliuely lyke behold your femblanttrew. 
Within my hart,though hardly it can thew, 
ung fo diuine to vew of earthly eye: 
the fayre Idea of your celeftiall hex, 
and every part remaines immortally: 
And were it not that through your cruelty, 
with forrow dimmed and deformd it were! 
the goodly ymage of your vifnomy, 
clearer then chriftall would therein appere. 
But if your felfe in me ve playne will fee,. | 
remoue the caufe by which your fayre beames: 
darkned be. 


Yen my abodes Aasrpe time is fpent, 

My cruell fayre ftreight bids me wend my way: 
but then fro heauen moft hideous ftormes are fent 
as willing me againfther will to ftay. 

Whom then fhall Tor heauen or hero se 
the heauens know beft what is the beit for me: 
but as the will, whofe will my life doth fway, 
my lower heauen,fo it perforce muft bee. 

Butye high henens, that all this forowe fee, 
fith all your tempefts cannot hold me backe: 
afwage your ftormes, or elfe both you and the, 
will both together me too forely wrack. 

Enough it is for one man to fuftaine, ; 
the itormes,which the alone on me doth ia 


Des a 


SONNET. XLVI. 


uft not the treafon of thofe {myling lookes, 
vntill ye haue theyr guylefull traynes well trydes 
for they are lyke but vnto golden hookes, 
___ that from the foolith fith theyr bayts doe hyde: 
| So the with flattring {myles weake harts doth guyde, 
|. vntoherloue andtempte to theyr decay, 
whome being caught fhe kills wich'cruell pryde, — 
and feeds aeaar eh on the wretched pees: 
Yet euen whyl{t her bloody hands them flay, 
her eyes looke louely and vpon them {myle: 
that they take pleafure in her cruell play, 
and Ss them felues of payne beguyle. 
_ Omighty charm which makes men loue theyr bane, 
| thinck they dy with pleafure,liue with payne. 
D O- 
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[Nnocent paper whom too crvell hand, 
Did make the matter to auenge heryre: 
andere fhe could thy caufe wel vnderftand, 
did facrifize ynto the greedy fyre. 
Well worthy thou to haue found better hyre, 
then fo badend for hereticks ordayned: 
etherefy nor treafon didft confpire, 
ut plead thy maifters caufe yniuftly payned. 
Whom the all careleffe ofhis griefe conitrayned 
to vtter forth th’'anguith of his hart: 
and would not heare, when he to her complayned, 
the piteous pafsion of his dying fmart. 
Yetliue foreuer,thoughagainftherwill, 
and fpeake her good, though fhe requite it os 
ayre 


SONNET. XLIX, 


Ayre cruell,why are ye fo fierce and cruel # 

js it becaufe your eyes haue powre to kill ? 

then know, that mercy is the mighties iewell, 

and greater glory thinke to faue,then (pill. 
But if it be yous pleafure and proud will, 

to fhew the powre of your imperious eyes: 

then not on him that neuer thought you ill, 

but bend your force againft your enemyes. 
Letthem feele th'utmoft of your crueltyes, 

and kill,with looks as Cockatrices doo: 

but him that at your footitoole humbled lies, 

with mercifull regard,giue mercy too. 
Such mercy thal you make ety tobe, 

fo thall you liue by giuing lifeto me. 

D: Long 
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Ong languithing in double malady, 

Ler my ee caound and of my bodies gretfe: 
there came to me a leach that would apply 
fit medicines for my bodies beft “alice 

Vayne man (quod I)that haft but little priefe: 
in deep difcouery of the mynds difeafe, 
is not the hart of all the body chrefe? 
and rules the members as it felfe doth pleafe. 

Then with fome cordialls feeke firft to appeate, 
the inward languour of my wounded hart, 


and then my body thall haue fhortly eafe: 

but fuch fweet cordialls paffe Phyfttions art. 
Then my lyfes Leach doe you your skill reueale, 

and with one falue both hart and body beale. 


Doe 
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OcI not fee that fayreft ymages 
Dofhardet Marble are st punale made? 
for that they thould endure through many ages, 
ne let theyr famous moniments to fade. 
Why then doe I, vntrainde in louers trade, 
her hardnes blame which I fhould more comend ? 
fith neuer ought was excellent aflayde, 
which was not hard ratchiue and bring to end. 
Ne ought (0 hard, but he that would attend, 
mote foften it and to his will allure: 
fo doe Ihope her ftubborne hart to bend, 
and that it chen more ftedfatt will endure. 
Onely my paines wil be the more to gether, 
but hauing her,my ioy wil be the greater. 
D 3 So 
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s° oft as homeward I from her depart, 
I goe lyke one thathauing loft the field: 
is prifoner led away with any batt 
defpoyld of warlike armes and knowen bhield, 
So doe I now my felfe a prifoner yeeld, 
to forrow and to folitary paine: 
from prefence of my deareft deare exylde, 
longwhile alone in ianguorto remaine. | 
There let no thought of ioy or pleafure vaine, 
dare to approch,that may my folace breed: 
but fudden dumps and drery fad difdayne 
of all worlds gladneffe more my torment feed. 
So Ther abfens will my penaunce make, 
that ofher prefens Imy meed may take. The 
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e Panther knowing that his saa hyde, 
Doth pleafe all beafts but that his looks thé fray: 
within a buth his dreadful] head doth hide, 
to let them gaze whylefthe on them may pray. 

Right fo my cruel fayre with me doth play, 

or with the goodly femblantot herhew: 

the doth allure me to mine owne decay, 
and then no mercy will vnto me thew. | 

Great thame it is,thing fo diuine in view, 
made for to be the worlds moft ornament: 
to make the bayte her gazers to embrew, 
good fhames to be to ill an inftrument. 

But mercy doth with beautie beft agree, 
as in theyr maker ye them beft may fee. 
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F this worlds Theatre in which we flay, 
My loue lyke the Spectator ydly fits 
beholding me that all the pageants play, 
diuerfly my troubled wits. 
Sometimes fay when aoe occafion fits, 
and mask in myrth lyke toa Comedy: 
foone after when my ioy to forrow flits, 
Twatle and make my woes a Tragedy. 
Yet the beholding me with conftanteye, 

‘ delights not in my merth nor rues my {mart : 
but when J laugh fhe mocks, and whenI cry 
the laughes, and hardens evermore her hart. 

at then can moue her? ifnor merth nor mone, 
fhe isno woman, but a fenceleffe ftone. | 
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§ 0 oft as Ther beauty doe behold, 
And therewith doe her cruelty compare: 
I maruaile of what fubftance was the mould 
the which her made attonce fo cruell faire. 
Notearth; for her high thoghts more heauenly are, 
not water ; for her foue doth burne like fyre: 
not ayre ; for the is not fo light or rare, 
not fyre; for the doth friefe with faint defire. 
Then needs another Element inquire 
whereof the mote be made; that is the skye. 
for to the heauen her haughty lookes afpire: 
and eke her mind is pure immortallhye. . 
Then fith to heauen ye lykened are the beft, 
be lyke in mercy as in all the reft: 
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FAyreye be fure,but cruell and vnkind, 
As is aT ere that with greedineffe 
hunts after bloud,when he by chance doth find 
afeeble beait, doth felly him oppreffe. 
Fayre be ye fure but proud and pittileffe, 
as is a ftorme,that all things doth proftrate : 
finding a tree alone all comfortlefle, 
beats on itftrongly itto ruinate. 
Fayre be ye fure,but hard and obftinate, 
as is arocke amidft the raging floods: 
gayntt which sy fuccour deflate, 
oth fuffer wreck both ofher felfe and goods. 
That thip,that tree,and that fame beaft am I, 
whom ye doe wreck,doe ruine, and deftroy. - 
weet 
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§ Weet warriour when thall Ihaue peace with you? 
High time it is,this warre now ended were: 
which Ino lenger canendure to fue, 
ne your inceflant battry more to beare: 

So weake my powres,fo fore my wounds appeare, 

- thacwonder is how! fhould live a tot, 

Eemy hart through launched euery where 
with thoufand arrowes,which your eies haue thot: 
Yet fhootye fharpely ftill,and {pare me not, 
but | thinke to make thefe cruel ftoures, 
o 


ye cruell one,what glory can be got, 
:i BH flaying him that would liue gladly yours 2 


peace therefore,and graunt me timely grace. 
that al my wounds wil heale in little fpace. a 
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By her shas is moft affured to her felfe, 


ake is th’affurance that weake fleth repofeth, 
In her owne powre and f{corneth others ayde : 
that fooneft fals when as fhe moft fuppofeth, 
her felfe affurd,and is of nought afeaya 
. Allfleth is frayle,and all her ftrength vnitayd, 
like a vaine bubble blowen vp with ayre: 
deuouring tyme & changeful chance haue prayd,, 
her glories pride that none may it repayre. 
Ne none fo rich or wife,fo ftrong or fayre, 
bur fayleth trufting on his owne affurance: 
and he that ftandeth on the hygheft ftayre 
fals loweft: for on earth nought hath enduraunce. 
Why then doe ye proud fayre, mifdeeme fo farre. 
that to your felfe ye moft aflured arre. = 
i 
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*J Hrife happie the, that is fo well affured 

Vnto her felfe and fetled fo in hart: 

that nether will for better be allured, 

ne feard with worfe to any chaunce to ftart, 

_ But like a tteddy thip doth ftrongly part 
the Papine raes and i a her courfe aright: 

ne ought for tempeft doth from it depart, 

ne oe for fayrer weathers falfe delight. 
Such felfe affurance need not feare the fpight, 

of grudging foes,ne fauour feek of friends : 

but in the {tay ofher owne ftedfaft os 

nether ro one her felfe nor other bends. 
Moft happy the that moft zffured doth reft, 

but he moft happy who fach one loues beft. | 


They 
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[Hey that in courfe ofheauenly fpheares are skild, 
Toeuery planet point his fundry yeare: 
in which her circles voyage is fulfild, 
as Mars in three {core yeares doth run his fpheare 
So fince the winged God his planet cleare, 
began in me to moue,one yeare is fpent: 
the which doth longer vnto me appeare, 
then al thofe fourty which my life outwent. 
Then a that count,which louers books inuent, 
the {pheare of Cupid fourty yeares containes: 
which I haue wafted in long languifhment, 
that feemd the longer for my greater paines. 
But let my loues fayre Planet fhort her wayes 
this yeare enfuing,or elf thort my dayes. 
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"THe glorious image of the makers beautie, 
My fouerayne faynt,the Idoll of my thought, 
e not henceforth aboue the bounds ofdewtie, 
taccufe of pride, or rafhly blame for ought. 
For being as the is diuinely wrought, 
and of the brood of Angels heuenly borne: 
and with the crew of bleffed Saynts vpbrought, 
each of which did her with theyr guifts adorne; 
bud of ioy, the blofiome of the morne, 
_ the beame of light, whom mortal eyes admyre: 
what reafon is it then but the fhould fcorne, 
bafe things that to her loue too bold afpire? 
Such heauenly formes ought rather worthipt be, 
then dare be lou’d by men of meane degree. 


SONNET. LXII. 


eweary yeare his race now hauing run, 
The new begins his compaft courfe anew: 
with thew of morning mylde hehath begun, 
betokening peace and plenty to enfew, 

So let vs, which this chaunge of weather vew, 
chaunge eeke our mynds and former liues amend 
the oldycares finnes forepaftlet vs efchew, 
and fly the faules with which we did offend. 

Then fhall the new yeares iy forth frethly fend, 
into the glooming world his gladfome ray: 


and all thefe ftormes which now his beauty blend, 
fhall turne to caulmes and tymely cleare away. 


So likewife loue cheare you your heauy Relet 
t 


and chaunge old yeares annoy to new de 


SONNET. LXII, 


Frer long ftormes and tempefts fad 
AW hich hardly Tendured eee 


in dread of death and daungerous difnay, 
with which my filly barke was toffed fore. 
Idoe at ee defery the happy thore, 
in which I hope ere long for to arryue, 
pe ii foyle it feemes from far 8& fraught with ftore 
ofall that deare and daynty is alyue. 
Moft happy he that can at laftatchyue, 
the joyous fafety of fo fweet a reft : 
whofe leaft delight fufficeth to depriue, 
remembrance ef all paines which him oppreft. 
‘All paines are nothing in refpect of this, 
all forrowes fhort that ene eter nall blifie. 
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SONNET. LXIIII. 


to kiffe her! »s,(fuch grace 1 found) 
Cre iy as I {melt a gardin. of {weet flowres: 
that dainty odours aie them threw aro 
for damzels fit to decke their louers bowres. 
Her lips did {mell lyke vnto Gillyflowers, 
her ruddy cheekes lyke vnto Rofes red 
her fno a breues lyke budded Bellamoures, 
her louely eyes ba Pincks but newly i 
Her good! oe a Strawberry be 
her necklyke toa bounch of Cullam 
her breft lyke lillyes, ere rake leaues ‘hed, 
her nope lyke yong bloffomd Ieffemynes, 
Such fragrant owres ae iule moft odorous fmell, 


but her {weet odour did allexcell. 


SONNET. LXV, 


e doubt which ye mifdeeme,fayre loue, is vaine 
Tye fondly ue to loofe your liberty, 
when loofing one,two liberties ye gayne, 
and make him bond that bondage earft dyd fly. 
Sweet be the bands, the which true loue doth tye, 
without conftraynt or dread ofany ill: 
the gentle birde feeles no captiuity 
within her cage, but finges and feeds her fill. 
There pride dare not approch,nor difcord (pill 
the league twixt them,that loyal loue hath bound: 
,  butfimple truth and mutuall good will, 
feekes with fweet peace to falue each others woud 
There fayth doth fearleffe dwell in brafen towre, 
and fpotleffe pleafure builds facred bowre. 
2 


t 


To 


SONNET, LXV1. 


all thofe happy blefsings which ye haue, 
with plenteous hand by heauen vpon you throw 
this one difparagement they to you gaue, 
that ye your loue lent to fo meane a one.. 
Yee whofe hich worths furpafsing paragon, 
could not on earth haue found one fit for mate, 
ne but in heauen matchable to none, 
why did ye ftoup vnto 0 lowly ftate.. 
But ye thereby much greater glory gate, . 
then had ye forted witha princes pere: 
for now your light doth more it felfe dilate, 
and in my darkneffe greater doth appeare. 
Yer fince your lighthath once enlumind me- 
with my reflex yours fhall encreafed be. a 
ly 


SONNET. LXVII. 


Lyke as ahuntfman after weary chace, 
Seeing the game from him efcapt away * 
fits downe to reft him in fome thady place, 
with panting hounds beguiled of their pray. 
So after long purfuit and vaine affay, 
when [all weary had the chace forfooke, 
the gentle deare returnd the felfe-fame way, 
thinking to quench her thirft at the next brooke. 
There the beholding me with a heat laoke, 
co not to fly, but fearelefie {till did bide : 
till Tin hand her yet halfe trembling tooke 
and with her owne goodwill hir fyrmely tyde. 
Strange thing me feemd to fee a beat fow, oP 
fo goodly wonne with her owne will beguy — 
E 3 O° 


SONNET. LXVIII. 


MOk glorious Lord of lyfe that on this day, 
Didit make thy triumph ouer death and fin: 
and hauing harrowd hell didit bring away, 
Captiuity thence captiue vs to win. 

This toyous day,deare Lord,with ioy eiry | 
and grant that we for whom tbou diddeft dye 
being with thy deare blood clene watht from fin, 
may Iiue for euer in felicity. 

And that thy loue we weighing worthily, 
may likewife loue thee for the fame againe : 
and for thy fake that all lyke deare didft buy, 
with loue may one another entertayne. 

Solet vs loue, deare loue,lyke as we ought, 
loue is the leffon which the Lord vs taught. 
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SONNET. LXIX. 


"THe famous warriors of the anticke world, 
Vied Trophees to erectin ftately wize: 
in which they would the records haueenrold, 
of theyr great deeds and valarous emprize. 
Whattrophee then thall I moft fit deuize, 
in which I may record the memory | 
of my loues conqueft,peerelefle beauties prife, 
adorn’d with honour, loue,and chatftity. | 
Euen this verfe vowd to eternity, 
fhall be thereof immortall moniment: 
and tell her prayfe to all pofterity, 
that may admire fuch worlds rare wonderment. 
The happy purchafe of my glorious fpoile, 


gotten at laft with labour and long toyle. 
Freth. 


SONNET. LXX. 


eth fpring the herald ofloues mighty king, 
Fo whofe on armour richly are diipls eg 
all forts of flowers the which on earth do {pring 
in goodly colours glorioufly arrayd. 
Goe to my loue,where the is carelefic layd, 
yet in her winters bowre not well awake s 
tell her the ioyous time wil not be ftaid 
vnileffe the doe him by the forelock take. 
Bid her therefore her felfe foone ready make, 
to wayt on loue amongft his louely crew: 
where euery one that miffeth then her make, 
thall be by him amearft with penance dew. _ 
Make haft therefore {weet loue,whiletft it is prime. 
for none can call againe the paffed time. 
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SONNET. LXXI. 


[loy to fee how in your drawen work, 
Your felfe vnto the Bee ye doe compare; 
and me vnto the Spyder that doth lurke, 
in clofe awayt to catch her vnaware. 
Right fo your felfe were caught in cunning fnare 
of a deare foe,and thralled to his loue: 
in whofe ftreight bands ye now captiued are 
fo firmely,that ye neuer may remoue. 
But as your worke is wouen all about, 
with woodbynd flowers and fragrant Egiantine : 
fo fweet your prifon you in tyme fhall proue, 
with many deare delights bedecked fyne. 
And all chensforth eternal! peace thall fee. 
betweene the Spyder and the gentle Bee. ae 
it 


SONNET. LXXII. 


Ft when my fpirit doth fpred her bolder winges, 
OF mind ae ei ‘to the pureft sky : si 

it down is weighd with thoght of earthly things 

and clogd with burden of mortality, 
Where when that fouerayne beauty it doth fpy, 

refembling heauens fat inher light: 

drawne with {weet pleafures bayt, it back doth fly, 

and ynto heauen forgets her former flight. 
There my fraile fancy fed with full sce 

doth bath in bliffe and mantleth moft at eafe : 

ne thinks of other heauen,buthow it might 

her harts defire with moft contentment pleafe. _ 
Hart need not with none other happineffe, 

buthere on earth to haue fuch heuens blifie. _ 


SONNET. LXXIIL 


Eing my felfec dhere in care, 

B My ae srg hes with feruile bands can tye: 
but the fayre trefles of your golden hayre, 
breaking his prifon forthto you doth fly. 

Lyke as a byrd that in ones hand doth fpy 
defired food,to it doth make his flight: 
euen fo my hart,that wont on your fayre eye 
to feed his fill, flyes backe vnto your fight. 

Doe you him take,and in your bofome bright, 
gently ao cl he may be your thrall: 
perhaps he there may learne with rare delight, 
to fing your nameand prayfes ouer all. 

That it hereafter may you not repent, 
him lodging in your bofome to hauelent. 
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SONNET. LXXI1II. 


Ofthappy letters fram’d by skilful trade, 
with which that happy name was firlt defynd: 
the which three times thrife happy hath me made, 
with guifts of body, fortune and of mind. 
The firft my being to me gaue by kind, . 
from mothers womb deriu‘d by dew defcent, 
the fecond is my fouereigne Queene moftkind, 
that honour and large richeffe to me lent. 
The third my loue,my liues laft ornament, 
by whom my (pirit out of duft was i hay : 
to 5 a her prayfe and glory excellent, 
of all aliue moft worthy to be prayfed. 
Yethree Elizabeths for ever liue, 
that thirée fuch graces did vnto me giue. 
One 
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ONe day I wrote her name vpon the ftrand, 
but came the waues and wathed it a way: 
agayne I wrote it with afecond hand, 
but came the tyde,and made my paynes his pray. 
Vayne man, fayd the,that doeftinvaineaffay, 
amortall thing fo to immortalize. 
for I my felue thall lyke to this decay, 
and eek my name bee wyped out lykewize. 
Not fo,(quod 1) let bafer things deuize, 
to dy in duft,but you thall le by fame: 
my verfe your vertues rare fhall eteraize, 
and inthe heuens wryte your glorious name. 
Where whenas death thall all the world fubdew, 


) 


our loue fhall liue,and later life renew. 
| Fayre 


SONNET. LXXV1I. 


| Si ie bofome oe with vertues richeft trefiure, 
¢ neaft ofloue,the pee of delight: 
the bowre of bliffe,the paradice of pleafure, 
the facred harbour of that sari fpright. 
How was I rauitht with your louel if t, 
and my frayle thoughts too rafhly led aftraye 
whiles diuing deepe through amorous infight, 
on the fweet fpoyle of beautie they did pray. 
And twixther paps like early fruit in May, 
whofe harueft feemd to haften now apace : 
wet loofely did theyr wanton winges difplay, 
and there to refit themfelues did boldly place. 
Sweet thoughts I enuy your fo happy reft, 
which oft! witht,yet neuer was fo bleit. - 
as 
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SONNET. LXXVI1I. 


| fas itadreame,or did I fee itplayne, 
| Ww: goodly table of pure on Si 
all {pred with iuncats, fit to entertayne, 
the greateft Prince with pompous roialty. 
Mongit which there in a filuer dith didly, 
twoo golden apples of vnualewd price: 
far palling thofe which Hercules came by, 
| or thofe whichAtslanta did entice. 
Exceeding fweet,yet voyd of finfull vice, 
That many gon ae etnone could euertafte, 
, _ {weet fruit ofpleafure brought from paradice: 
By loue himfelfe and in his garden platte. 
' Her breft thattable was forichly fpredd, — (fedd. 
my thoughts the guefts, which would aap is 


SONNET. LXXVIII. 


ackyng my loue I go from place to place, 

Lie a pane Gane that late hath loft the hynd: 
and feeke each where,where laft I fawe her face, 
whofe ymage yet I carry freth in mynd. 

I feeke the fie[ds with her late footing fynd, 
Ifeeke her bowre with her late prefence deck, 
yetnor‘in field nor bowre I her can fynd; 
yet field and bowre are full ofher aspect, 

But when myne eyes I thereunto dire, 
they ydly back returne to me agayne, 
and when Lhope to fee theyr trew obiect, 
Ifynd my felfe but fed with fancies vayne. 

Ceaffe then mine es,to feeke her felfe to fee, 
and let my thoughts behold her felfe in mee: 
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SONNET. LXXIX. 


En call you fayre,and you doe credit it, 
For that your felfe a dayly fuch doe fee ; 
but the trew fayre,that is the gentle wit, 
and vertuous mind is much more prayfd ofme. 
For all the reft, how euer fayre it be, 
fhall turne to nought and loofe that glorious hew: 
but onely that is permanent and free 
from frayle corruption,that doth fieth enfew. 
' Thatis true beautie: that doth argue you 
to be diuine and borne ofheauenly feeds 
deriu’d from that fayre Spirit, from whom al true 
and perfeét beauty did at firit proceed. 
He onely fayre,and what he fayre hath made, 
all other fayre lyke flowres vntymely fade. ie 
F er 


SONNET, LXXX., 


Fter fo long‘a race as [haue run 

hrough Faery land,which thof fix books q5pille 
giue leaue to reft me being halfe fordonne, 
and gather to my felfe new breath awhile. 

Then as aiteed refrethed after toyle, 
out of my prifon I will breake anew: 
and ftoutly will that fecond worke affoyle, 

_ with ftrong endeuour and attention dew. 

Till then giue leave to me in pleafant mew, | 
to fport my mufe and fing my loues fweet praife: 
the contemplation of whofe heauenly hew, 

my dc to anhigher pitch will rayit. 


But let her prayfes yet be low and meane, 


fit forthe handmayd of the Faery Queene. 


Fayre 


ance 
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SONNET. LXXXI,. 


| *pryre is my lovie,when her fayre pete heares, 
with the loofe wynd ye wauing chance to marke: 
fayre when the rofe inher red cheekes appeares, 
or inher eyes the fyre ofloue does fparke. 
Fayre when her breft he arich laden barke, 
with pretious merchandize the forth dothlay : 
fayre whé that cloud of pryde,which oft doth dark 
her goodly ape with files the driues away. 
But fayreft the,when fo the doth difplay, 
the gate with pearles and rubyes richly dight: 
throgh which her words fo wife do make their way 
to beare the meffage ofher gentle fpright, 
The reft be works ofnatures wonderment, 
but this the worke ofharts aftonifhment. ; 
F2 oy 


SONNET, LXXXII, 


[Oy of my life, full oft for louing you 
Ibleffe my lot, that was fo lucky placed: 
but then the more your owne mifhap I rew, 
that are fo much by fo meane loue embafed. 
For had the equall heuens fo much you graced 
in this as in the reft,ye mote inuent 
fom heuenly wit,who fe verfe could haue enchafed 
your glorious name in golden moniment, 
But fince ye deignd fo goodly to relent 
to me your thrall,in whom is little worth, 
that little that I am, thall all be fpent, 
in fetting your immortall prayfes forth. 
Whofe lofty argument vplifting me, 
fhall lift you vp vnto an high degree. 
My 
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Yhunery eyes,throu eedy couetize, 
Msi . behold the men of theve payne: 
with no contentment can theméelues fuffize, 
bur hauing pine,and hauing not complayne 
For lacking it,they cannot ivf fuftayne, 
and feeing it,they gaze on it the more: 
intheyr amazement Iyke Narc iffus vayne | 
whofe eyes him ftaru’d : fo plenty makes me pore. 
Yet are myne eyes fo filled with the ftore 
of that fayre fight,that nothing elfe they brooke: 
but loath the things which they did like before, 
and can no more endure on them to looke. 
All this worlds glory feemeth vayne to me, 
and all theyr fhewes but thadowes fauing fhe. = 
F 


SONNET, LXXXIINI. 


LEtnot one fparke of filthy luftfull fyre 
breake out, that may her facred peace moleft: 
ne one light glance of fenfuall defyre: 

Attempt to work her gentle mindes vnreft. 

But pure affections bredin fpotleffebreft, = 
& modeft thoughts breathd frd wel tépred {prites 
goe vifit her in her chaft bowre of reft, 
accompartyde with angelick delightes. 

There fill your felfe with thofe moft ioyous fights, 
the which my felfe could neuer yet attayne: 
but fpeake no word to her of thefe fad plights, 
which het too conftant ftiffeneffe doth conftrayn. 

Onely beholdher rare perfection, __ 
and bleffe your fortunes fayre election. 
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eworld that cannot deeme of worthy things, 
when I doe praife her,fay 1 doe but flatter: 
fo does the Cuckow,when the Mauis fings, 
begin his witleffe note apace to clatter. 
But they that skill not of fo heauenly matter, 
all chat they know not,enuy or admyre, 
rather then enuy let them wonder at her, 
but notto deeme ofher defert afpyre. 
Deepe in the clofet of my parts entyre, 
her worth is written witha golden qui 
that me with heauenly fury doth intpire, 
and my glad mouth with her {weet pra fes fill. 
Which when as fame in her fhrill trump al thunder 
let the world chofe to enuy or to wonder. 


ene~ 


SONNET. LXXXVI. 


VEnemous toung tipt with vile adders fting, 
Of that felfe kynd with whichthe Furies fell | 
theyr {naky heads doe‘combe,from which a fpring 
of oe words and fpitefull fpeeches we 
Let all the plagues and horrid paines of hell, 
on thee fall for thine accurfed hyre: 
at with falfe forged lyes which thou didft tel, 
in my trueJoue did ftirre vp coles ofyre, 
The fparkes whereoflet kindle thine own fyre, 
and catching hold on thine owne wickedhed 
confume thee quite,that didit with guile confpire 
in a biubeas peace fuch breaches to haue bred. 
Shame be thy meed,and mifchiefe thy reward. 
dew to thy felfe that it for me prepard. a 
ince 


SONNET. LXXXVII. 


S Ince I did leane the prefence of my loue, 
Many long weary dayes Ihaue outworne: 
and many nights, that flowly feemd to moue, 
theyr fad protract from evening vntill morne. 

For when as day the heauen doth adorne, 

I with that night the noyous day would end: 

;{  andwhen as night hath vs of light forlorne, 
I with that day would fhortly reafcend. 

Thus I the time with expectation fpend, 
and faine my griefe with chaunges to beguile, 
that further feemes his terme {till to extend, 
and maketh euery minute feeme a myle. 

So forrow ftill doth feeme too long to laft, 
but ioyous houres doo fly away too faft. . 

ince 


SONNET. LXXXFIII. 


§ Ince Ihauelackt the comfort of that light, 
The which was wont to lead my thoughts aftray: 
I wander as in darkeneffe of the night, 
affrayd ofeuery dangers leaft difmay. 
Ne ought I fee, though in the cleareft day, 
when others gaze vpon theyr thadowes vayne: 
but th‘onely image of that heauenly ray, 
whereof. siary jeu doth in mine eie remayne. 
Of which beholding th’Idza playne, 


through contemplation of my pureft part: 
with light thereofI doe my felfe fuftayne, 
and thereon feed my Joue-a4famitht hart. 

But with fuch brightneffe whyleft I fill my mind, 
I itarue my body and mine eyes doe blynd. 


Lyke 


SONNET. LXXXIX. 


LYkeas the Culuer on the bared bough, 
Sits mourning for the abfence ofher mate: 
- andin her fongs fends many a withfull vew, 
| _ forhis returne that feemesto linger late. 
| SoTalone now left difconfolate, 
mourne to my felfe the abfence of my loue? 
and wandring here and there all defolate, 
feek with my playnts to match that mournful doue 
_ Ne joy of ought that vnder heauen doth houe, 
can comfort me,but her owne joyous fight: 
whofe fweet afpect both God and man can moue, 
in her vnfpotted pleafauns to delight. 
Dark is my day,whyles her fayre light Imis, 
and dead my life that wants fuch liuely blis, 


[Nyouth before! waxed old. 
The blynd boy Venus baby, 
For Want of cunning made me bold, 
In bitter hyue to grope forhonny. 
But when he faw me ftung and cry, 
He tooke his wings and away did fly. 


AsDianehuntedonaday, 
She chaunft to come where Cupid lay, 
his quiuer by his head: 
One of his thafts the ftole away, 
And one ofhers did clofe conuay, 
into the others ftead: 
With that loue wounded my lones hart, 
but Diane beafts with Cupids dart. 


jsav in fecret to my Dame, 
How little Cupid humbly came: 
and faydto her All hayle my mother. 
But when he faw me laugh,for thame: 
| His face with bathfull blood did flame, 
| notknowing Venus from the other, 
Then neuer blufh Cupid (quoth]) 
| formanyhaue err‘d inthis beauty. 
Vpon 


VPona day as loue lay fweetly flumbring, 
all in his mothers P : 

A gentle Bee with his loud trumpet murm’ring, 
about him flew by hap. . 

Whereof when he was wakened with the noyfe, 
and faw the beaft fo fmall : 

Whats this (quoth he) that giues fo great a voyce, 
that wakens men withall. 

In angry wize he flyes about, 
and threatens all with corage ftout. 


TO whom his mother clofely fmiling fayd, 
twixt earneft and twixt game: 
See thou thy felfe likewife art lyttle made, 
ifthou regard the fame. 
And yet thou fuffreft neyther gods in sky, 
nor men in earth to reft: 
- Butwhen thou art difpofed cruelly, 
theyr fleepe thou dooft moleft. 
Then eyther change thy cruelty, 
or giue lyke leaue vnto the fly. 
Nath; 
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NAthleffe the cruell boy not fo content, 
would needs the fly pees : 
And in his hand with heedleffe hardiment, 
him caught for to fubdue. 
But when on it he hafty hand did ay, 
the Bee him ftung therefore: 
Now out alaffe (he cryde) and welaway, 
I wounded am full fore : 
The fly that I fo much did fcorne, 
hath hurtme with his little horne. 7 
nto 


_- YNto his mother ftraight he weeping camne, 
and ofhis griefe complayned: 

Who could nct chofe but laugh at his fond game, 
though fad to fee him pained. | ; 

Think now (quod flie) my fonne how great the fmart 
of thofe whom thou doft wound: 

Full many thou haft pricked to the hart, 
that pi never found: 

Therefore henceforth fome pitty take, 


when thou doeft {poyle of louers make. 
Poy G She 


GHe tooke him ftreighe full pitioufly lamenting, 
and wrapt him in her fmock : 
She wrapt him foftly, all the while repenting, 
thathe the fly did mock. 
She dre{t his wound and it embaulmed wel 
with falue of foueraigne might: 
And then the bath’d him in a dainty well 
the well of deare delight. 
Who would not oft be as this, 
to be fo bath’d in Venus blis. 
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"THe wanton boy was thortly wel recured, 
of that his malady: 

But he foone after freth againe enured, 

his former cruelty. 

And fince that time he wounded hath my felfe 

~ with his fharpe dart ofloue: 
And now forgets the cruell carelefie elfe, 

his mothers heaft to proue. 
So now! languihh till he pleafe, 


my pining anguish to appeafe. 
FINIS. 
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learned fifters which hauc oftentimes 2 

beene to me ayding, others to adorne: (4 
Whom ye thought worthy of your gracefull rymes; 
That euen the greateft did not greatly fcorne 4 
Toheare theyr names fung in your fimple layes, (7, 
But ioyedintheyr prayfe. @ b 
And whenye liftyour owne mithaps to mourne,”” 
Which death,or loue,or fortunes wreck did rayfe, / 
Your ftring could foone to fadder tenor turne, 7?” 
And teach the woods and waters to lament 
Yourdolefulldreriment. & 
Now lay thofe forrowfull complaints afide, ee 
Andhauing all yourheads with girland crownd, 7 
Helpe me mine owne loues prayfes to refound, ¢ 
Ne let the fame ofany beenuide, 
So Orpheus did for his owne bride, i~ 


SoIvnto my felfealonewillfing, + 
The woods thall to me anfwer and my Eccho ring. Ie 
arly 
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Arly before the worlds light giuing lampe, 
His golden beame vpon the hils doth fpred, 
Hauing difperft the nights vnichearefull dampe, 
_ Doeye awake and with freth ur hed, 
Goto the bowre of my beloued loue, 
My trueft turtle doue 
Bid her awake; for Hymen is awake, 
And it ten ready forthhis maske to moue, 
With his bri gh Tead that flames with many a flake, 
And many a bachelor to waite on him, 
Intheyr freth garments trim. 
Bid her awake therefore and foone her dight, 
For lo the withed day is come at laft, 
That fhall for al the paynes and forrowes paft, 
Pay to her viury oflong delight, 
_ And whyleft the doth her dight, 
Doe ye to her of ioy and folace fing, ; 
That all the woods may anfwer and your ceche ne. 
ring 


BRing with you all the Nymphes that you can hear&< 
both ofthe riuers and the forrefts greene: © 

And of the fea that neighbours to her neare,cc 

Al with gay girlands goodly welbefeene. © 

And let them alfo with them bring in hand, ¢ 
Another gay ae < 

For my fayre loue oflillyes and of rofes, 2 

Bound trueloue wize with a blew filke riband.— 
Andlet them make great ftore of bridale pofes, O 
And let them eeke bring ftore ofother flowers < 

To deck the bridale bowers. = 3 
Andletthe ground whereas her foot fhall tread, © 
For feare the ftones her tender foot fhouldwrong 4 
Be ftrewed with fragrant flowers allalong, & 

And diapred lyke the difcolored mead. g= 

Which done,doe at her chamber dore awayt, #* 

For the willwakenftrayt, ** 

The whiles doe ye this fong vntoherfing, £ 


The woods fhall tofyou aniwer and your Ectho rings 
| | Ye 


Nymphes of Mulla which with carefiill heed, 
The filuer {caly trouts doe tend full well, 
and greedy pikes which vie therein to feed, 
(Thofe trouts and pikes all others doo excell) 
And ye likewife which keepe the ruthy lake, 
Where none doo fithes tske. 
Bynd vpthe locks the which hang {catterd lighe, 
d in his warers which your mirror make, 
Behold your faces as the chriftall bright, 
at when you come whereas my louc doth lie, 
No blemish the may fie. 
And eke ye lightfoot mayds which keepe the dore, 
That onthe hoary mountayne vie to towre, 
And the wylde wolues which feeke them to deuoure, 
tes) bok fteele darts doo chace fro comming neer 
Bealfoprefentheere, _ 
To helpe to decke her and to help to fing, 
That all the woods may anfwer and your eccho ring 
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wake now my loue, awake; for it is time, 
* The Rofy Morne long fince left Tithones bed, 

Allready to her filuer coche to clyme, 

And Phoebus gins to thew his glorious hed. 

Hark how the cheerefull birds do chaunt theyr laies 

And carroll ofloues praife. 

The merry Larke hirmattins aloft, 

The thruth replyes,the Mauis defcant playes, 

The Ouzell thrills, the Ruddock warbles foft, 

So goodly allagree with fweet confent, 

To this dayes merriment. 

Ah my deere loue why doe ye fleepe thus long, 

When meeter were that ye fhould now awake, 

Tawayt the comming of your ioyous make, 

Andhearken to the birds louelearned fong, 

The deawy leaues among. 

For they of joy and pleafance to you fing, 

That all the woods them antiver & theyr eccho ring. 
: My 


Y loue is now awake out ofher dreame, 
and her fayre eyes like ftars that dimmed were 
With darkfome cloud,now thew theyr goodly beams 
More bright then Hefperus his head doth rere. 
Come now ve damzels,daughters of delight, 
Helpe quickly herto dight, 
ut firft come ye fayre houres which were begot 
In lpues fweet paradice, of Day and Nig he, 
Which doe the feafons of the yeare allot, 
And al that ever in this worlds fayre 
Doe make and ftill repayre. 
And ye three handmayds of the Cyprian Queene, 
The which doe ftill adorne her beauties pride, 
ae to addorne my beautifulleft bride 
And as ye her array, ftill throw betweene 
Some graces to be feene, 
And as ye vie to Venus,to her fing, 
The whiles the woods thal anfwer 8¢ your eccho ring 
Now 
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NOw is my loueall ready forthto come, 
Let all the virgins therefore well awayt, 
And ye freth boyes that tend vponher groome 
Prepare your felues; for he is comming ftrayt. 
Setall your ae in feemely good aray 
a 


Fit for fo ioyfull day, 

The oyful day that ever funne did fee 

Faire Sun, thew forth thy fauourable ray, 

And let thy lifull heat not feruent be 

For feare of burning her fiunthyny face, 

Her beauty to difgrace. 

O fayreft Phoebus, father of the Mule, 

Ifeuer I did honour thee aright, 

Or fing the thing, that mote thy w._ad delight, 

Doe not thy feruants fimple boone refufe, 

But let this day let this one day be myne, 

Let all the reft be thine. 

Then I thy fouerayne pray{cs loud wil fing, 

That ell the woods thal anfwer and theyr eccho ring. 
Har 


PH Atke howthe Minftrels gin to thrill aloud, 
Their merry Mufick that refounds from far, 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling Croud, 
That well agree withouten breach or iar. 
But moft of all the Damzels doe delite, 
When they their tymbrels fmyte, 
And thereunto doe daunce and carrol fweet, 
That all the fences they doe rauith quite, 
The whyles the boyes run vp and downe the ftreet, 
Crying aloud with {trong confufed noyce, 
o if'it were one voyce. chey doth 

ymen io Hymen, Hy men o fhont, 
That euen tothe beatens theyr thouting thrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill, 
To which the people ftanding all about, 
As in approuance doe thereto applaud 
And loud aduaunce her laud, 
Andeuermore they Hymen Hymen Ang, 
that al the woods them anfwer and theyr eccho ring. 
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Oe where the comes along with portly pace, 
Lyke Phoebe from her chamber of the Eaft, 
Aryfing forth to run her mighty race, 
Clad all in white, that feemes a virgin beft. 
So well ither befeemes that ye would weene 
Some angell the had beene. 
Her long loofe yellow locks lyke golden wyre, 
Sprinckled with perle,and perling flowres a tweene, 
Doe lyke a golden mantle her attyre, 
And being crowned with a girland greene, 
Seeme lyke fome mayden Queene, 
Her modett eyes abathed to behold 
So many gazers,as on her do ftare, 
Vpon the lowly ground affixed are. 
Ne dare lift vp her countenance too bold, 


But bluthtoheare her prayfes fung fo loud, 


So farre from being pioud. 

Nathleffe doe ye ftill loud her prayées fing, 

That all the woods may anfwer and your eccho ring. 
Te 


*J EH meye merchants daughters did ye fee 
So fayre a creature in your towne before, 
So fweet,fo louely,and fo mildas the, 
Adornd with ee grace and vertues ftore, 
Her goodly eyes lyke Saphyres thining bright, 
Her forehead yuory white, 
Her cheekes lyke apples which the fin hath rudded, 
Her lips lyke cherryes charming men to byte, 
Her breft like to a bowle of creame vncrudded, 
Her paps lyke lyllies budded, 
Her {nowie necke lyke to a marble towre, 
And all her body like a pallace fayre, 
A{cending vppe with many a ftately ftayre, 
To honors feat and chattities fweet bowre, 
Why ftand ye ftill ye virgins in amaze, 
Vpon her {0 to gaze, 
Whiles ye forget your former lay to fing, 
Towhich the woods did anfwer and your eccho ring 
\4 


Vt ifye faw that which no eyes can fee, 

The inward beauty ofher livel ipright, 
Garnitht with heauenly guifts of high degree, 
Much more then would ye wonder at that fight, 
And ftand aftonitht lyke to thofe which red 
Medufaes mazeful hed. 

There dwels {weet loue and conftant chaftity, 
Vafpotted fayth and comely womanhood, 
B.egard of honour and mild modetty, 


' “vhere vertue raynes as Queene in royal throne, 


And giueth lawes alone. 

The which the bafe affeétions doe obay, 

And yeeld theyr feruices vnto her wil 

Ne thought of thing vncomely euer ma 
retoapproch totempther mind toill. 


Had ye once feene thefe her celeftial threafures, 


And vnreuealed pleafires, 
Then would ye wonder and her prayfes fing, 


. Thatal the woods thould anfwer and your echoring. 
H 
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Pen the temple gates vnto my loue, 
O nthem vide that the say etter if, 
And all the poftes adorne as doth behoue, 
Andall the pillours deck with girlands trim, 
For to recyue this Saynt with honour dew, 
That commeth in to you, 
With trembling fteps and humble reuerence, 
She commeth in, before th’almighties vew, 
Ofher virgins learne obedience, 
When fo ye com ¢ into thofe holy places, 
To humble your proud faces 
Bring her vp to th’high altar that fhe may, 
The facred ceremonies there partake, 
The which do endleffe matrimony make, 
And let the roring Organs loudly play; 
The praifes of the Lord in liuely notes, 
The whiles with hollow throates. 
The Chorifters the ioyous Antheme fing, : 
That al the woods may anfwere and thear rd ring 
oO 


Behold whiles the before the altar ftands 

Hearing the holy prieft that to her fpeakes 
And bleffeth her with his two happy hands, 
How the red rofes fluth vp in her cheekes, 
And the pure fhow with goodly vermill ftayne, 
Like crimfin dyde in grayne, 
That euen th’Angels which continually, 
About the ficred Altare doe rem aine, 
Forget their feruice and about her fly, 
_ Ofte peeping in her face that feemes more fayre, 

e more they on it ftare. 
But her fadeyes ftill faftened on the ground, 
Are gouerned with goodly modefty, 
That fuffers not one looke to glaunce awry, 
Which may let in a little thought vnfownd 
Why bluth ye loue to pe to me your hand, 
The pledge ofall our band, 
Sing ye fweet Angels Alleluya fing, ; 
That all the woods may anfwere and youreccho ring 
2 ow 


Ow al is done;bring home the bride againe, 

bring home the triumph of our victory, 
Bring home with you the glory of her gaine, 
With toyance bring her and with iollity. 
Neuer had man more ioyfull day thenthis, 
Whom heauen would heape with blis. 
Make teaft therefore now all this liue long day, 
This day for euer to me holy is, 

- Poure out the wine without reftraint or ftay, 
Poure not by cups,but “ff the belly full, 
Poure out to all that wull, 
And fprinkle all the poftes and wals with wine, 
That they may fweat, and drunken be withall. 
Crowne ye God Bacchus with a coronall, 
And Hymen alfo crowne with wreathes of vine, 
And let the Graces daunce vnto the reft; 
For they can doo it beft: | 
The whiles the maydens doe theyr carroll fing, 
To which the woods thal anfwer & theyreccho Ss 
ng 
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 Fromwhence declinin daily by degrees, 
| i 


Ring ye the bels,ye yong men of the towne, 
And leaue your wonted labors for this day: 

This sig hi holy ; doe ye write it dovvne, 

that ye for ever it remember wes 

This day the funne is in his chiefeft highe, 

With Barnaby the brigh 


He fomewhat lofeth of his heat and light, 
When once the Crab behind his backhe (es. 
But for this time it ill ordained was, 

To chofe the longeit day in all the yeare, 
And thorteft night,when longeft fitter weare : 


Yet neuer day fo long, but late would pafie. 


Ringye the bels to make it weare away, 
And bonefiers make all day, 
And daunce about them,and about them fing: 


that all the woods may anfwer, and your ecc ring. 
H 3 


AH when will this long weary day haueend, 
and lende me leaue to come vnto my loue? 
Howv flowvly do the houres theyr numbers fpend? 

How flowly does fad Time his feathers moue 

Haftthee O fayreft Planet to thy home 

Within the Wefterne fome : 

Thy tyred fteedes long fince haue need of reft. 

Long though it be, at laft I {¢e it gloome, 

And the bright evening ftar with golden creaft 

Appeare out of the Eaft. 

Fayre childe of beauty, glorious lampe ofloue 

That all the hoft of heaven in rankes dooftlead, 

_ And guydeft louers through the nights dread, 
How chearefully thou lookeft from aboue, 

And feemtt to wy atweene thy twinkling light 
As toying in the fight 7 
Ofthefe glad many which for ioy doe fing, 

That all the woods them anfwer and their echo ring. 
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| Nowceafle ye daméels your delights forepaft; 
_ © Enough is it, that all the day was youres: 
Now day is doen,and night is nighing fait: 
Now bring the Bryde into the brydall boures. 
. Nownight is come, now foonce her difaray, 
And inher bed her lays 
. Layher inlillies and in violets, 
And filken courteins ouer her difplay, 
And odourd theetes, and Arras couerlets, 
Behold how goodly my faire loue does ly 
In proud humility; 
_ Like vnto Maia, when as Ioue her tooke, 
In Tempe, lying on the flowry gras, 
Twixt fleepe and wake, after fhe weary was, 
With bathing in the Acidalian brooke 
Now itis night, ye damfels may be gon, 
_ And leaue my loue alone, 
, Andleaue likewife your former fay to fing: 
The woods no more thal anfwere, nor your echo ring 
Now 
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Owwelcome night,thou night fo long expedted, 
that long daies labour doeft at laft defray. 

And all my cares,which cruel] loue collected, | 

Hatt {umd in one,and cancelled for aye : 

Spread thy broad wing ouer my loue and me, 

thatnomanmayvsfee, 

And in thy fable mantle vs enwrap, 

From feare of perrill and foule horror free. 

Letno falfe treafon feeke vs to entrap, 

Nor any dread difquiet once annoy 


the faa bd our joy : 

Butlet the night be calme and quietfome, 

Without tempeftuous ftorms or fad afray : 

Lyke as when Ioue with fayre Alcmenalay, 

When he pl a great Tirynthian groome: 
Orlykeas when he with thy felfe did lie, 

And begot Maiefty. 

And let the mayds and yongmen ceafe to a? 
Ne let the woods them anfwer,nor theyr ecc ring. 


| 
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Et no lamenting cryes, nor dolefull teares, 
Le heardall ae ithin noryet without: 


‘ Nelet falfe whifpers breeding hidien feares, 


Breake gentle fleepe with miiconceiued dout. 

Letno eluding reames,nor dreadtul fights 

Make fidden fad affrights ; 

‘Ne sae ye bg cl ai helpeleffe harmes, 
-euill tprights, 

ae let mifchiuous witches with theyr charmes, 

Ne let hob Goblins,names whofe fence we fee not, 


‘Bray vs with things that be not. 
pl hn. arpa the Storke be hearu: 


_ Nor the night Rauen thatfill deadly by 


Nor damned ghofts cald vp with mighty spels, 

Nor griefly vultures makevs once Feed: 

Ne let th‘unpleafant Quyre of Frogs ftill croking 

Make vs to with theyr choking, 

Let none of thefetheyrdrery accents fing; 

Ne let die woods them anfwer,nos theyr eccho ring. 
ut 


BV ele ftil Silence trew night watches keepe, 
That facred peace may in aflurance rayne, 
And when it is tyme to fleepe, 
May ponre his forth on your pleafant playne, 
The whiles an hundred little winged loues, 
Like divers fethered doues, 
Shall fly and flutter round about your bed, 
And in the fecret darke, that none reproues, 
Their spat haar abe thal worke, & {rares thal fpread 
To filch away fweet fhatches of delight, 
Conceald through couert night. 
Ye fonnes of Venus, play your fports at will, 
For greedy pleafure, carelefie of your toyes, 
Thinks more vpon her paradife of ioyes, 
Then what ye do, albe it good or ill. 
Allnight therefore attend your merry play, 
For it will foone be day: 
Now none doth hinder you, that fay or fi ; 
Ne will the woods now an{wer, nor your Eccho we 
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WWHo is the fame, which at my window 2 
Or whofe is that faire face thae thines bright, 
' Isitnot Cinthia, the that neuer fleepes, 

But walkes abouthigh heauen al the night? 

O fayreft goddeffe,do thou not enuy 

My loue with me to fpy: 

For thou likewife didit loue, though now vnthoughe, 
And for a fleece of woll ,which priuily, 

The Latmian fhephard once vnto:thee brought, 

His pleafures.with thee wrought. 

Therefore to vs be fauorable now; 

And fith of wemene labours thou haft charge, 

And generation goodly doftenlarge, 

Encline they will reffedt our withfull vow, 

And the chaft wombe informe with timely feed, 
That may our comfort breed: 
Till which we ceafe our hopefull hap to fing, 

Ne let the woods ys anfwere,nor our Eccho ring. 


ANathou great luno,which with awful might 
the lawes of wedlock ftill doft patronize, 
And the religion of the faith firft plight 
With facred rites haft caught to folemnize ; 
and eeke for comfort often called art 
Berroa bind thou this fouely band 

ind thou this le and, 
And all thy blefsings vnto vs cre 
And thou Biol Genius, in whofe gentle hand, 
The bridale bowre and geniall bed remaine, 
Without blemith or ftaine, 
And the fweet pleafirres oftheyr loues delight 
With fecret ayde doeft fuccour and fupply, 
Till they bring forth the fruitfull progeny, 
Send vs the timely fruit of this fame night. 
And thou fayre Hebe,and thon Hymen free, 
Grant thatit may fobe. _ 
Til which we ceafe vour further pray to fing, 
Ne any woods thal anfwer, nor your Eccho ring. 


Nd ye high heauens,the temple ofthe gods, 
An which thoufand torches flaming beighs 
Doe burne,that to vs wretched earthly clods: 
In dreadful darkneffe fend defired light ; 

And all ye powers which in the fame remayne, 
More then we men caw feyne, 

Poure out your blefsing on vs plentioufly, 
And happy influence vpon vs raine, 

That we may raife a large pofterity, 

Which from the earth,which they may long pofieffe, 
With lafting happineffe, | 

Vp to your aughty pallaces may mount, 

And for = peerion of theyr glorious merit 

ya ary y tabernacles there inherit, 

Of bleffed Saints for to increafe the count. 
Soletvs ed poh loue,in hope of this, 

And ceafe till then our tymely ioyes to fing, 

The woods no more vs anfwer,nor our eccho ring. 
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SOngmade in liew of ornaments, 

With which my loue thould duly haue bene def, 
Which cutting off through hafty accidents, 

Ye would not ttay your dew time to expect, 

But promift both to recompens, 
Bevntoheragoodly ornament, _ 
And for thort time an endlefie moniment. 
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